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A sickening feeling came over Sean Kinder as he 
stared out over the expanse of his soybean field. 

He had inherited the farm only six years earlier, 
but never in the time that his father worked it had 
the young man recalled a drought so devastating. 

“It’s too bad you can’t make hay out of 
soybeans,’ said Riley Peterson, a neighbor standing 
nearby. 

“If we could, we'd all be set.” 

“Well, it wouldn’t do us any good if the cattle 
couldn't get any water to keep ‘em alive.” 

With that, Sean knelt down and picked up a 
piece of dry, Missouri soil. Rubbing it between his 
fingers, he let it powder to the ground. Then, 
humbly he looked up at his friend and said, “If it 
don't rain soon, Riley, we’re in trouble.” 

Across town, a hot and tired Christen Kinder 
stepped into the shade of a large elm, and sitting 
down, she wiped her brow with a jersey glove. 

“You alright, Christen?” asked a small-framed 
woman with greying hair. 


“T’m fine, Norma-yjust tired-that’s all.” 
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The two ladies had been using the day to stack 
rocks for a flower garden outside Norma Belmont’s 
home. All was well, but the heat was stifling. 

“Mercy!” said Norma. “I don’t think it’s ever 
going to cool off. Would you like some tea?” 

Grinning, Christen laid her head back against 
the tree. Resting there, her mind became captivated 
with a hummingbird that, for some odd reason, had 
taken a break and perched itself on a small twig 
only a few feet from her head. Never before had she 
witnessed such a thing. Its tiny body resembled a 
brightly colored Christmas ornament’ with 
spattering of violet mixed with hues of red 
adorning its neck. 

Jumpy, as if nervous, it feverishly jerked about 
like a chicken monitoring its surrounds. She stood 
there, amazed by what she was witnessing. The tiny 
bird immediately broke its trust and took flight 
when it became frightened by the distant sound of 
Norma’s screen door slamming. 

“Ah, here you go, said Norma, carefully 


approaching Christen with two glasses of tea in her 


hand. 

“Thank you, Norma. You're a dear.” 

“Awe, it’s nothing. I had some made up for when 
Sissy came to visit the other day.” 

“Sissy?” questioned Christen. “How’s she doin?” 

“She’s still with Ben out in Colorado. She’s 
pregnant.” 

“Pregnant?” exclaimed Christen. 

“Yes, she found out two weeks ago.” 

Christen placed the glass to her mouth and took 
a sip. “I bet Ben’s happy. Does she know what it’s 
gonna be?” 

“Not yet, but Ben’s hoping for a boy.” Replying 
with a friendly expression, Christen took another 
drink from her glass. “And what about you and 
Sean?” continued Norma. “When are the Kinders 
going to have a little one?” 

Letting the question sink in, Christen lowered 
the glass and paused for a moment. “We're talking 
about it, even trying on occasion, but right now, 
things are kind of tough—money wise I mean. This 


drought has got Sean worried. It’s seems like lately 
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all he wants to do is go with Riley Sims out to the 
fields.” 

“Now you listen to me,’ said Norma with a pinch 
of reprimand in her voice. “Don’t be like some of 
the silly girls around here by not knowing what 
you've got! Sean’s father was a hard-working man. 
He knew without that farm, his family would of had 
nothing! I watched my own daddy do the same 
thing. 

So, if Sean wants to go out with Riley and check 
the crops, let him. That’s what he’s supposed to do. 

He’s a Scott County farmer, not some New York 
playboy!” 

Swallowing deep at her scolding, Christen 
couldn't help but chuckle at the thought. “No, 
youre right. Sean definitely ain’t no playboy.’ 
Finding humor in the contemplation, both women 
started to laugh, and the day was transformed into 
pleasant memories made _ through good 
conversation. 

Still, Christen was sincere in her concern. Rain 


had been forecasted on numerous occasions, but to 
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no avail. Clouds never formed. The farthest any 
rain had traveled was Sikeston, and what little fell in 
that part of Missouri was quickly consumed by the 
already parched terrain of the Mississippi flood 
plain. With each passing day of no precipitation, 
countless farmers throughout Missouri, Southern 
Illinois, and Eastern Kentucky were feeling the 
pressure of a low harvest, if any at all. 

Little did any of them know that something 
enchanting was coming to their rural lives. But, 
later that evening, while Sean and Christen sat on 
the couch relaxing to a rerun of M.A.S.H., a loud 
knock was heard at the Kinder door, a knock from a 
visitor who would forever change the way the 
farming community would look at nature and its 
givens. 

“Are you expecting somebody?” asked Christen, 
sitting up. 

“No. Wait here.” Rising from his seat, Sean 
walked to the door, and with a hint of suspicion, he 
went to the bedroom. Retrieving his rifle, which was 


kept in the closet, he proceeded to the door, took 
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hold of the deadbolt, and slowly turned it until it 
clicked. Unsure of what he would find waiting on 
the other side, he next cautiously opened the door, 
just enough to get a glimpse of who was paying 
such a late visit. 

“Hello,” said an elderly man, semi-bathed in the 
radiant glow of the front porch light. 

“Sean, who is it?” 

“I don’t know! Stay put, Christen!” 

“Tm sorry to be bothering you, sir, but I 
understand you are going through a drought in this 
part of the country.” 

“Who are you?” asked Sean, his pointer finger 
now moving from the safety of the gun to the 
trigger guard. 

“Tm Joseph Macomb from Grand Island, 
Nebraska.” 

“I don’t know any Macombs from Nebraska.” 

“Probably not, but my father was a “rain maker,” 
and I have the gift.” 

“The gift of what?” Sean’s finger was now firmly 


on the trigger. 


“Why, the gift to make it rain.” 

“That’s it!” Sean opened the door and stepped 
out into the night air. With the gun in hand, he held 
it to his side. “Now look, I’m a peaceful man, but get 
off my land before I call the law.” 

“But, sir, I’ve only come to help.” 

“Sean, what is it?” 

Sean looked behind him to see Christen 
standing in the doorway. “Christen, I said, ‘Stay 
put!” 

“Well, who is he?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“Nice to meet you, ma’am. I’m Joseph Macomb 
from Grand Island, Nebraska.” 

“Nice to meet you. What’s he want, Sean?” 

“He wants to make it rain.” 

“Rain?” questioned Christen. 

“Yes, ma’am. I have the gift.” 

“Alright, that’s it! Get out of here and don't 
come back!” And with that, Sean gave the man a 
push from the porch and forced him down the 


steps into the yard. 


“Sean, what are you doing?” 

“He’s a nut, Christen! Call Riley.” 

“Riley?” 

“Just do it!” 

When Riley finally arrived, he came upon a 
most bewildering scene. Sitting on the porch steps 
was Christen, and in the yard under the watchful 
eye of Sean was the man sittting down and being 
held captive in a wicker lawn chair. 

Bolting from his truck, Riley asked the only 
question he could, “Sean, have you gone crazy?” 

“Riley, ’'m glad you're here. This loco just came 
up-—claiming he could make it rain. Let’s get him in 
your truck and take him to the sheriff-” 

“Why? Because he wants to make it rain?” 

“Yeah, he might be an escape from a mental 
institution or something.” 

Riley, confused by the sight, held back for a 
moment and stared at Christen. 

“Don't look at me,” she said brashly. “I’m only 
married to him.” 


Finding no consolation with either husband or 
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wife, Riley then looked at the man in the chair and 
questioned, “What’s your name, fella?” 

“Joseph Macomb from Grand Island, Nebraska. 
My father was a rain maker.” 

“See, Riley? He’s obviously nuts.” 

“Now hold on, Sean! Can you say your name 
again?” 

“Riley, what are you doing?” 

“Hush!” 

“My name is Joseph Macomb. Now, gentlemen, 
if you're going to take me in, would you please do 
it? I’ve got a boil on my bottom the size of an apple, 
and this seat is not helping any.” 

“Lord, have mercy! Why, if I was a dog, Sean, I'd 
wag my tail! Say, Joseph, your father wasn’t Samuel 
Macomb, aka The Reverend Olsen Saint, was he?” 

“The one and only. Now, gentlemen, I was 
serious about my bottom. It’s...” 

“Sorry for interruptin’, Joseph.” 

Grabbing Sean by the arm, Riley lead him to a 
spot where he could talk privately. 

“Do you know who you have there, buddy?” 
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“Yeah, a nut!” 

“No! Remember that flood they had out in 
Oklahoma back in the twenties?” 

“The one your grandad used to talk about?” 

“Sure thing. Well, that town hadn’t seen rain in 
over two months! That is, not until his father made 
it rain.” 

“It’s true,’ said Joseph. “My father made it rain 
when nobody else could.” 

“Maybe he did, or maybe he didn’t,” replied 
Sean. “Riley, you can’t be serious about believing in 
this nonsense!” 

“I don’t know, but at this point, what’s it going to 
hurt?” 

“But we don’t even know if this guy is who he 
says he is.” 

Together, both men contemplated on the 
possibility of the man’s true identity. Then, Riley in 
a moment of bluntness, spoke up. “He doesn’t look 
like much, Sean. I don’t think he’s gonna be makin’ 
a pass at Christen, if that’s what you're worried 


about.” 
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Disgusted, Sean stomped his foot and made a 
face reflective of his decision and said, “Christen, 
put on some coffee!” 

“Does this mean I can get up?” asked Joseph. 

“Yes, replied Riley, rushing to his aid. With 
Riley’s help, Joseph slowly rose from his chair. 

“Ouch! I was serious,” Joseph said, rubbing his 
bottom. 

“And, Christen?” 

“What, Sean?” 

“Get Dad’s donut out of the closet, too.” 

“Sure! Should I get yours, too?” 

“Hah, hah!” replied Sean, faking a laugh. 

“Joseph,” explained Christen, “I hope you're not 
too angry with my husband.” 

“No, I understand,’ Joseph replied. 

As they walked to the house, Joseph looked 
behind him at Sean and his eyes fell on the gun. 
Joseph asked, “It’s not loaded, is it?” 

“What do you think?” answered Sean. 

“Right. It’s not loaded.” 

“Get inside!” he barked in rebuttal. 


12 


Riley stopped and stood beside Sean before 
entering. 

“What are you looking at?” Sean asked. 

“Do you really have a donut?” 

“Get in!” 

Once inside, Riley and Joseph entered the 
kitchen where Christen was busily brewing a pot of 
coffee. 

Finding the donut-as promised-in his seat, 
Joseph eased down. “Ah! Now that’s better!” 

Moment’s later, Sean returned from placing the 
rifle back in the closet, walked over, and took a 
place next to the sink. For the first time, he was able 
to get a good look at Joseph. Though there was 
nothing unusual about his appearance, the kitchen 
light revealed he had sharp eyes with long grey hair 
neatly combed back. His face had a brown tinge, 
similar to tobacco, and years in bright sunlight had 
done much to add a leathered texture to his aged 
face. As for Joseph’s clothes, Sean had seen worse 
than the nice shirt with a clean pair of slacks, 


topped off with a moderately scuffed-up pair of 
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dress shoes. 

Satisfied, Sean pulled out a chair and sat down at 
the table. “So, about this rain making. How do you 
do it?” 

“Have you ever heard the story of the 
hummingbirds?” 

“No, I can’t say that I have.” 

“Long ago, when faced with times of drought, 
the Native Americans learned that if they paid 
homage to the hummingbird, it would rain.” 

“Sounds like a fairy tale.” 

“No, it’s not a fairy tale,” interjected Joseph. “It 
real. The hummingbird is a fascinating little 
creature. In the winter, it nests in Mexico, and in the 
summer, it travels to and fro across North America. 
For men, the hummingbird defies all logic. For 
children, they are a pleasant surprise outside their 
mother’s window.” 

“I saw one,’ said Christen, setting a cup of coffee 
down in front of Joseph. “Today - when I was with 
Norma-one perched on a branch-right in front of 


” 


me. 
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“See? That was a sign. He knew I was coming, 
and he knew you would listen.” 

“Now, hold on one minute!” Sean blurted. “I’m 
not the smartest puppy on the block, but how in the 
world can a hummingbird bring rain?” 

“It brings rain, by you believing in it. It is a 
simple little creature, humble, and adapting to its 
environment. As men, we could kill it, but we don't. 
Why? Because we see it not as a bird nor insect. It is 
what it is, only taking a little and then moving on. 
In essence, we find in the hummingbird a creature 
having every attribute we wish we could have—and 
like a woman-is concerned.” Taking notice, 
Christen cast a gaze upon Joseph. “It is a caring 
mother who shelters her children with a love that is 
almost angelic.” 

“He’s got me sold,” said Christen, placing two 
cups of coffee down on the table for Sean and Riley. 

Sean, throwing a _ strange glance at her 
comment, focused his attention on Riley, who with 
eager eyes, was already showing his decision. 


“Riley, what do you think?” 
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“IT think we should go for it. What do we have to 
lose? Heck, if anything, we'll learn something about 
birds.” 

Shaking his head in disbelief, Sean took a sip 
from his coffee and leaned back. “Okay, then what 
do we do?” 

“How much acreage do you have?” Joseph asked. 

“I’ve got about six hundred, give or take a few 
small patches located throughout the county.” 

“Well, then, we'll use the biggest field. I'll need 
twenty-five pounds of hummingbird drink mix, 
along with 250 old milk jugs, but they have to be 
washed out in order to keep from making the 
creatures sick. Also, you'll want to get at least 250 
stakes to hold up the jugs.” 

“You gettin’ all this down?” Sean asked, 
sarcastically, of Christen. 

“I think I can get the jugs from the 
Robinsons’dairy,” said Riley. 

“And Norma and I can mix up the nectar,” added 
Christen. 

“Good. Then that’s settled.” Joseph stood and 
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took a long drink from his coffee. “Thank you, my 
dear. You added just the right amount of creamer.” 

“Say, Joseph. Where are you staying?” asked 
Sean. 

“Oh, I’ve got a Preferred Card. I’m staying at the 
Holiday Inn Express in Cuba. Can you give me a 
lift, Riley?” 

“Sure.” 

“Wait one dog-gone minute,’ ordered Sean. 
“Before you leave, I want to know how you knew to 
come here.” 

“Oh, that’s easy. The Morrisons down the road 
are old college friends of mine. I was visiting with 
them, and they told me about your problem. Good 
night. I’ll see you tomorrow at 11 a.m.” 

Stunned by what had just happened, Sean 
plopped back into his chair. Christen showed Riley 
and Joseph to the door and soon returned to find 
her husband transfixed on a thought. 

“What ya thinkin’ there, Sherlock?” 

“Do you really believe this guy can help us?” 


Christen walked over and positioned herself 
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behind her husband. Placing her hands on his 
shoulders, she gently started to message his muscles 
and said, “Youre tense.” 

“I’m worried.” 

Stopping, Christen moved to his front where 
she could face him head on. “You have every right 
to be.” 

“IT just don’t want to mess up and lose the...” 

Cutting him off with a kiss, Christen pulled back 
and stared her husband in the face. “You won't,” 

she whispered. 

Somewhat eased, Sean smiled. 

The next morning, Sean awoke to find Christen 
sauntering through the living room in one of his 
heavy flannel shirts. “You don’t look so good, babe,” 
said Sean, after noticing her peaked color. 

“I ate some of that leftover pie that was in the 
fridge last night. I'll be fine. You want some 
breakfast before Joseph gets here?” 

“Naw, Ill grab something on the way to the 
field.” 


As the morning haze started to burn off, Sean 
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found himself becoming more anxious. Trying not 
to think about the day, he pacified himself by 
wandering about the farm and doing chores he had 
been neglecting for some time. Suddenly, the 
sound of Riley’s horn honking in the distance 
brought him to attention. Speeding into the 
driveway, Riley brought his truck to a sliding halt 
on the loose gravel lot. 

Inside the truck Joseph sat, his stoic figure much 
different from the night before. 

“I see youre ready for work, said Sean, 
approaching the truck and seeing Joseph wearing a 
pair of coveralls. 

“Oh! Yes, well, when I do this sort of thing. I 
don't like to get my good clothes dirty.” 

Smirking, Sean was caught off guard when Riley 
called his name. “Sean, we went ahead and got the 
drink mix. It was a little pricey, but Joseph said the 
results would be better.” 

“You can’t go wrong with the good stuff,’ said 
Joseph, smiling. 

“Yeah, I see. What about the milk jugs?” asked 
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Sean. 

“I’ve had them sent to the field along with the 
stakes. The jugs didn’t cost anything, but I had to 
use a little money to get the stakes from the 
lumberyard. 

Feeling completely out of control, Sean felt his 
temper rising, but he held it in check and said, 

“Okay, then, let’s put the drink mix in the back 
of Christen’s truck.” 

Joseph watched as the two men picked up the 
bag and carried it to the truck. 

“How much will this make, Joseph?” asked Sean, 
busily moving something around in the bed so the 
bag could fit without damage. 

“The ladies won’t have much to do. It’s pretty 
simple, just time-consuming, mixing it up. We’ve 
brought along five extra milk jugs. They should be 
able to fill them up. We'll pour the contents of those 
jugs into the jugs that will go in the field” 

“Will it be enough?” questioned Sean. 

“For our purpose, it will be plenty.” 


Peering out the window and seeing the men, 
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Christen scampered to the bedroom where she 
threw on some clothes. Then, messing with her hair 
for a bit, she hurried to the front door where she 
yelled out to greet them. 

“Morning, Joseph!” 

“Morning, my dear! How are you today?” 

“Fine! Did you get what we needed?” 

“Yes, and Riley and Sean have loaded the drink 
mix in the back of your truck with everything else 
youll need!” 

Eager to get started, Christen retreated back into 
the confines of the house. Moments later, she re- 
emerged with her truck keys in hand. 

“I’m going to Norma’s, Sean.” 

“Does she know you're coming by?” 

“What? You didn’t think I would call her first?” 

“No, I just...” With his voice trailing off, Sean ran 
out of words to express how he felt. 

“We'll see you later at the field,” said Christen, 
getting into the truck. 

“Yeah, bye,” replied Sean, watching her drive off. 

With the men at the field and Christen at 
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Norma’s, the two ladies set about to the task of 
mixing up the drink mix. Norma, for her part, using 
a garden hose, patiently filled a large wash basin 
with five gallons of ice-cold, well water, and 
Christen, sitting on a paint stool, mixed the 
contents in the basin. 

“Norma, aren’t you afraid of your well going 
dry?” 

“Not at all. My husband dug a good well. Here, 
take a sip,” she said and raised the hose to Christen’s 
face. The soothing water flowed over her lips. 

“Mmmmm! It’s so cold, and the taste is really 
clean.” 

“That’s spring water, girl. There’s a vein that 
some say runs all the way up to St. Louis.” 

Pleased by the thought, Christen turned her 
attention back to the work of stirring the mixture 
into the water. Watching her, Norma had a 
satisfying feeling come over her. Something special 
was happening to her young friend, but she 
couldn't place her hands on exactly what it was. 


“This man-this Joseph—do you think he really 
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can make it rain?” 

“I don’t know,” replied Christen, “but if it eases 
Sean’s mind, I’m all for it.” 

“Does Sean think it will work?” 

Christen lulled on the thought, and then she 
looked at Norma. “I don’t think so, but he’s giving it 
a try.” 

“Sean’s a good boy,” added Norma. “He takes 
after his father.” Norma bent forward, placing her 
hand on Christen’s wrist. “Did I ever tell you about 
the crush I had on his father?” 

“Norma!” exclaimed Christen. 

“Oh, it wasn’t that big of a deal. His daddy grew 
up down the road from me. He was friends with my 
brother who was killed in a car wreck.” Norma 
paused. Christen glanced at the woman and could 
tell she was thinking about her loss. 

“Norma, you don't have to tell me this,” said 
Christen, empathetically. 

“You really are a precious thing, child. No! I 
want to tell you.” 


“Sean’s father had the most beautiful eyes you 
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ever saw. Why, when that man walked in a 
room...Lord! Have mercy! I thought [’d died and 
gone to heaven!” 

“So he turned your crank?” 

“My what? Good heavens! If you mean to ask if 
he excited me-—well, let’s just say he moved me ina 
special way.” 

Unable to control her fervor, Christen burst into 
a flight of laughter. Norma quickly followed and 
slowly she regained her composure, allowing 
Christen to land on her own. 

“No, he really was something special. It’s too bad 
he’s gone.” 

“Did he know you liked him?” 

“Oh, I guess he did, but he was older than me, 
and at that time, all his thoughts were on Sean’s 
mother.” 

“Yeah, but I'll bet you had it back then.” 

“Had what? Oh, there you go again. You young 
people have the wildest ideas!” 

Smiling, Christen put her head down and 


continued to churn the water. By midday, she and 
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Norma had prepared enough mixture to fill the five 
jugs needed to take to the field. 

When they finally reached the field, she found 
Riley and Sean tying the jugs to the stakes with 
Joseph supervising the experiment. Standing 
nearby was a small group of people watching the 
activities. “Sean’s gonna love that,’ commented 
Christen, pushing open her door. Grabbing the jugs 
containing the nectar, the ladies walked to the edge 
of the field and set them down. 

Soon afterwards, Sean excused himself and 
made his way to them. “Did you see the people?” he 
asked. 

“How could I miss ’em?” asked Christen. “How 
you hangin’ in there, handsome?” 

“Well, we’ve got all of the stakes spread out, and 
most of the milk jugs are hung up. Joseph’s going 
around and making little holes for the birds to 
drink from.” 

Christen turned to Norma saying, “We've got 
some water for you guys, and Norma’s made some 


sandwiches.” 
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“Thanks, Norma.” 

“Don’t mention it, Sean. It’s not everyday you 
make it rain.” 

Sean acknowledged her with a cunning grin, and 
with a peck to Christen’s lips, he ventured back into 
the field. 

“You know, I think Sean’s bottom is a lot cuter 
than his dad’s was.” 

“Norma!” 

“What? ’'m an old woman. You're a lucky girl.” 

Over the next few days, the field attracted 
several onlookers, but no rain was anywhere in 
sight. Day after day, Sean returned to the field; his 
eyes focused on the sky and on the jugs that, for all 
intents and purposes, hadn’t attracted even one 
hummingbird. 

Nevertheless, Joseph was confident that rain 
would come. He had the uncanny practice of 
wanting to visit the field at night, when nobody in 
his right mind would venture out to such a place. 

Nearly a full week of this quirky behavior went 
by with no sign of rain, but then it happened. Early 


26 


one morning, while passed out on the couch from a 
night of watching television, Sean was awakened by 
a banging at the door. Rising to investigate, Sean 
opened it to find Riley, panting and obviously 
shaken up. 

“Sean, you've got to come out to the field!” 

As Riley’s truck approached its destination, what 
should have been a pristine dawn was, instead, 
dimmed by what appeared to be a low-hanging 
cloud. 

“What’s that?” asked Sean, pointing to the sky. 

“Hummingbirds,” replied Riley. 
“Hummingbirds!” 

Parking the truck, Riley turned to Sean, who by 
all accounts, was stunned beyond belief by what he 
was seeing. Thousands upon thousands of 
hummingbirds had congregated upon the field, and 
directly in the midst of the swarm was Joseph, his 
hands outstretched as if to greet each and every 
hummingbird descending onto the feeders. 

Opening the door, Sean staggered out into the 


pre-dawn. The sound of buzzing was overpowering. 
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Gathering up the courage to yell, he called out 
to Joseph. “Joseph! What’s happening?” 

“It’s going to rain! It’s going to rain!” 

Back at the farm, Christen awoke to the sound 
of a loud clap of thunder. Instantly, she reached for 
Sean, but not finding him, she leapt from the bed 
and proceeded to the front porch. There, in the 
morning sky was a tremendous cloud, its large, 
fluffy plumes revealing the occasional bursts of 
lightning. Excited, she slid into a pair of blue jeans, 
and without any regard for her appearance, she 
made a beeline to the field. 

Once at the site, she found herself joined by 
other members of the community as they gathered 
in awe at the sight of the hummingbirds and the 
impending rain. Running to her, Sean grabbed her 
and pulled her tight. 

“It worked! It worked!” he shouted, ending his 
pronouncement with a firm kiss. 

With the cloud now over them, a strong wind 
ushered in the first drops. Then, with a flash of 
lightning the sky opened up, and a long sheet of 
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rain extended downward toward the crowd below. 

From his vantage point in the field, Joseph stood 
smiling, continuing to spin round and round as the 
birds whirled in the rain. Seeing the joy this had 
brought, he stopped to exit the field and make his 
way to Sean and Christen. 

“Joseph, I’m sorry for doubting you. How can we 
ever repay you? You made it rain!” shouted Sean. 

“Yes, and about my payment.” 

All at once, the excitement in Sean’s face came 
to a slow simmer. “We don’t have much money,’ he 
said. 

“It’s not money, my boy, that I want.” Joseph 
then turned his eyes to Christen. “Remember when 
you said you saw the hummingbird?” 

“Yes.” 

“That was a sign, a great sign indeed-a sign that 
I was coming and a sign that you were becoming.” 

Not understanding, Christen looked at Sean and 
then at Joseph. “What do you mean?” she asked, 
nervously. 


Joseph stepped forward and placed his hands on 
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her shoulders. Tilting his head, he positioned 
himself in a way to force her to look him straight in 
the eyes. “In the course of my years, I’ve been to 
many places. There are wonders on this planet that 
could easily make every loyal heart a traitor, but 
there is one-one in particular—that surpasses all the 
joys this world has to offer.” 

“What?” 

“Christen—you are going to be a mother.” 

Speechless, Christen lunged forward and 
wrapped her arms around Joseph. Holding him 
tightly, her tears of joy were diminished by the rain 
trickling down her face. Patting her softly, Sean, too, 
was touched by the moment. Calming down, 
Christen pulled back. Her face was flushed, and her 
fragile frame was shaking from the news. 

“So, I guess this brings me to my payment,” said 
Joseph, continuing on. “Raise your child to love life 
and, in turn, that child will love those around them. 
Don’t let your child be a part of the system that tells 
a person life is about getting old, forgetting, and 


dying. Instead, place in your child a desire to create 
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a legacy, one that is carried in the heart, not merely 
in a picture frame. Finally, teach your little one that 
there is no shame in pursuing earthly pleasures, but 
that the capacity to be humble is the greatest 
attribute a person can have. Do these things, and I 
will be paid in full.” 

“I don’t know if I can do all those things, Joseph,” 
she replied. 

“Smile for me,” he said. Brandishing a quivering 
grin, Christen looked at him as if she were taking a 
test. 

Using his finger to lift her chin, Joseph winked 


and said, “Yes, you can.” 


THE END 
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